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‘Cause Its Love, Real Simple 


Author's Notes: 

| hope you enjoy this fluff sweet vignette of older guys. | was surprised to realize that there were no Japan 
fics on RF so this is now rectified and David being the beauty that he was (and from the more recent 
pictures | saw of him online, he aged so welll), | think Stewart could still be totally smitten with him even in 


their later life! NB: the fic title is from the lyrics of a song by Belgian singer Selah Sue - This World 


‘Im sorry Im in such a bad shape, Stu. tm afraid it's not going to be a fun holiday week," David sighed. 

He was lying in the shade on one of the four lounge chairs that were installed around the swimming pool 
“Don't worry. I'l go get us some drinks, Ill be right back" Stewart replied. 

Nowadays Stewarts life was in the US mainly and David had settled in Europe. They had been together for 
many years but never really lived as a couple in the same place, or at least not officially and permanently nor 


for long periods of time. Yet, their bond and relationship had lasted through three decades and it was strong 


as ever now, in the autumn of their lives. 


Stewart was living in California and still relatively busy with music and various projects, supporting or 
producing young artists, jamming with musician friends or making guest appearances live or in a studio. David, 
however, was already enjoying his ‘early retirement, as he very officially liked to call it. Having the financial 
luxury and freedom of not having to do anything, and even if he was definitely still interested in the world of 
arts and music, he had chosen to live the quiet life in the comfort of his beautiful home in Germany. In that 
sense, he was very different from Stewart who was more often than not busy with a music endeavour or 
outdoors activities. The American was well into his 60s and enjoyed cycling or taking long walks on the beach 


with his dog. 


David's slower and quieter everyday life pace was probably also due to the fact that his health wasn't as good 
as it used to be. He had not gone down the usual path of the alcohol or drug excesses that many of his 
musician friends had followed at the start of their careers or later but even if he had led a pretty healthy 
life, unfortunately, he had inherited a weak back from his mother and there was not much he could do against 
that. Slowly but surely, age was making it worse. David was close to 60 and had been struggling with recurrent 
back problems for the last ten years. 


"IFs totally fine. | was looking forward to spend the week with you. We don't have to do things. We'll take it 


easy, see how you feel," Stewart said as he walked back on the patio with two big glasses of ice tea. 


They had rented for one week the same beautiful villa in Cornwall which they were used to go to since 
forever. More than once, they had joked about the fact that they should have been smarter and bought it, or 
a similar place nearby on the beautiful Southern Cornish coast, instead of spending all this money in rental 
fees. The villa had become their private little piece of heaven, their secret retreat spot. Between the US and 
continental Europe, although it was closer to David's home in Berlin, it was the right compromise location to 
meet. And given David's now more recurrent back problems, it was convenient that it was not such a long 


flight away for him. 


Stewart sat on the lounge chair that was next to David. He looked at the amounts of pillows, big and small, 
that David had elaborately piled and arranged to support his lower back in just the right way. It was the 
perfect moment to say what he wanted to tell him since they had arrived and settled in the house a few 


hours ago. 
| have a surprise for you." 


David put down the book he was reading and slowly turned his head to the side. The late afternoon sun was 
low already and hidden behind the tall trees surrounding the garden. He took off his sunglasses and looked at 
his partner. Stewart stared back for a moment without saying anything. The grey had overtaken his goatee 
beard and sparsely decorated his almost shoulder length hair and there were lines on his face but David's light 
blue eyes had retained their youthful spark, especially when his curiosity was piqued. 


"You're so handsome," Stewart said as he got sidetracked and he admired once more how gracefully his 


partner was ageing. 


It sounded dumb and cliché but he couldn't help himself. 
David smiled kindly. He clearly didn't mind the compliment and knew Stewart was sincere. 


"Stewart, dear, you were talking about a surprise?," he said with that English accent that had always driven 


the other man crazy. 


"Oh, yes. | can't say it was on purpose or that | am happy your back is acting up again but | have something 


that can help, hopefully." 
"Oh? Wonderful. What is it?" 


Stewart held his hands up in the air, palms facing David. From the look his partner gave him, it wasn't obvious 


what he meant. 

"You're too subtle for me," David deadpanned. 

"When does that ever happen, huh?," Stewart joked since subtlety was not really his forte. "My nephews and 
nieces put their ideas and resources together last July for my birthday. They gave me this gift certificate for 
classes to learn something new. | guess they had in mind Thai cooking or nature photography, but you know 


me, | didn't go for the expected." 


David smiled and nodded. This was certainly getting interesting, though he had no idea what all this had to do 
with alleviating his back pain. 


"So, what classes did you go for?" 
"There was a massage class. How to learn to give massages. It was supposed to be just really relaxing stuff 
but | told the instructor my partner had back problems so | wanted to learn something that could help, 


besides just being able to make him, meaning you, feel nice." 


Now things started to make sense but David wanted to hear a bit more to make sure he understood the 


whole thing. 
"And so..2" 


"So | did the class with the gift voucher the kids gave me but then the instructor referred me to one of his 
colleagues who is a certified physiotherapist that gives trainings. So.. | did it” 


"You did it? Meaning? You are now a certified physiotherapist?" 


"Nah ! But supposedly | know more than enough to make you feel better and most importantly not send you to 


the hospital because | poked your vertebrae the wrong way." 
David chuckled at the last part. 
"Is this serious or you're just trying to find a cunning way to get me out of my clothes, Mr. Copeland?" 


"Jeez, if | had thought about this when | was 40 years younger.. | would have had so much more luck picking 
up boys and girls," he laughed. 


"Like you needed any help. You were a rock star." 

"You know what they say, don't you? They all go for the pretty singer," Stewart teased back. 

"| can't say it is a total lie," David admitted a bit sheepishly. 

He usually didn't like it too much when people - namely journalists - talked to him about his heyday as the 
singer of Japan or about that time when some deluded music columnist had named him ‘the most beautiful 
man in pop’ but it meant something entirely different when Stewart was hinting at it and when that occurred, 
he definitely didn't mind the allusion 

“But so | get this right, I'll be your guinea pig?" 

“No, you'll be happy to know that | practiced on the physiotherapist himself and on a few volunteers. And just 
before you get any ideas, these volunteers were 50-something-year-old women who were highly disappointed 


to have the old man massaging them instead of the mid-thirties surfer-looking physio instructor." 


David couldn't help but chuckle at the mental pictures conjured up in his mind after these additional details 


were shared 

"Did these ladies have any idea whose magic and famous hands were touching them?" 
"No, but even if they did.. Im just an old guy now” 

David took Stewarts hand and brought it to his mouth to give it a kiss. 


"Yes, but you're my old guy. And let the records state that | don't care if you'll be messing up my back more 
than it already is. I'm so flattered to hear you did this with me in mind. Thank you, love." 


"David, there are so many things | do with my hands and with you in mind." 


David gave him that flustered-but-still-flattered look that he would keep for these kinds of moments between 
the two of them. 


Stewart took a sip of ice tea and then stood up. 


"So what do you say? All jokes apart now, darling, will you strip off for me and let me try on you what | 


learnt?" 


David rolled his eyes. Certain things never changed. Now or 30 years ago, Stewart knew how to talk to him to 
get what he wanted. 


"You asked so nicely. How could | say no?" 
David proceeded to carefully extricate himself from his cushion nest. He winced as he got up. 


"How bad is it?" 


‘Its always bad after | sit on the plane for a while. It will be better tomorrow, or after whatever your deft 


fingers will do to me." 

"Let's go to the bedroom." 

David laughed. 

"Its been a while since a man has used that line on me.” 
Stewart turned around and put his hands on his hips. 


"I hope so. The last man who should have told you something like that was me a few months ago when | came 


to visit you in Berlin" 


"Dont worry, Stu, it was you, indeed," David said as he put one arm around Stewarts waist and invited him to 


walk inside. 


